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	1. Telling the Secret

_A/N:__ This is a companion to __A Picture not to forget__. It chronicles Harry and Neville's relationship as it develops. It is a series of __**one-shots**__, so no set plot, mainly milestones in their lives._

_Disclaimer:__ None of my work belongs to me, it is solely the property of the one and only J.K. Rowling and any other company which has the copyright of Harry Potter, including Warner Bros. Nothing here belongs to me; all the characters are J.K. Rowling's originally, though any new character not part of the Harry Potter series belongs to me._

* * *

><p><span><strong>Title:<strong> Snapshots from a life together

**Author:** hpjkrowling4ever

Telling the Secret

"What did you want to talk to us about, mate?" Ron asked, standing on his tiptoes to brush a cobweb off the wall of the Charms classroom, one of the few classrooms left intact in the Battle.

Hermione was sitting on a chair, her hands absently twirling her wand around. Sparks shot off the end of it at odd intervals, but otherwise she was silently observing Harry, who was sitting on a desk, his legs swinging back and forth nervously.

"It's about my…er…" Harry paused, not sure what to call what he wanted to talk to them about. Sexual orientation or relationship, which one first?

"Whom you're going out with?" Hermione asked shrewdly, her eyes dancing with amusement. Ron started coughing violently from where he was standing.

"Sort of." Harry answered. "You okay there, Ron?"

"If you're going out with my sister, Harry, I don't want to know." Ron said, shaking himself as if to get rid of an unwelcome thought.

"I'm not, actually. I'm not going to go out with Ginny ever again." Harry answered, looking carefully at Ron for his reaction. His best friend only looked a bit befuddled, before he pulled a chair out to sit beside Hermione.

"What do you mean? I thought you guys were going to get back together when everything was over?" Rona asked, gesturing around the room. Harry sighed.

"I realised a few things once I had a moment to think by myself." Harry answered cryptically. Hermione was peering at him in a way that told him that she would have the answer in seconds.

"Is this anything to do with you accepting your title as Lord Black?" Hermione asked. "And Neville accepting his as Lord Longbottom?"

"That helped."

"Come on, mate, we don't have all day, and you're starting to sound like Dumbledore with all these mysterious replies!" Ron exclaimed. Hermione elbowed him in the ribs. "Hey, what was that for?"

"Can't you tell that Harry's nervous, Ron?" Hermione hissed. "Come on, Harry, we've been through hell and come back out of it alive together. We've slept in the same bed, you and me; no _not that way_, Ron, don't be _obtuse_, we were getting over the fact you left us ("Oh," Ron said, at loss for words). And we've told each other pretty much everything. We're not about to leave you now."

"To be honest, it makes my life loads easier if you're not going out with Gin." Ron observed. "Means I don't get conflicting feelings – should I kill him for going out with my sister or let him off because he's my best mate?"

"Thanks for being so magnanimous, Ron." Harry said dryly. Ron rolled his eyes in Harry's direction.

"So what is it?" Hermione asked.

"I'm gay and I'm in a relationship." Harry rushed out.

There was a very palpable silence in the room. Ron looked utterly flabbergasted, and Hermione looked like she was trying to work out how she had never known this before now. Harry was extremely tense and looking at his friends for any reaction other than surprise.

"That was unexpected." Ron finally said. Hermione chuckled and stood up, walking over to Harry. She pushed him over and sat down beside him, wrapping her arm around his shoulders.

"We're not going to stop being your friends. What were you scared of?" she asked.

"You weren't going to be my friends any longer." Harry mumbled. Ron snorted from where he was sitting.

"That's unlikely." A thought seemed to occur to him. "You haven't had a crush on me, have you?"

"Nah, don't worry." Harry waved him off.

"I don't know whether to be offended or not." Ron said, looking at Hermione for answers. She ignored him and turned back to Harry.

"Who's your boyfriend, then?" she asked.

"Neville." Harry whispered. Ron started choking.

"I was in a dorm with two gay people?" he coughed out.

"Four, actually. Dean and Seamus are going out together."

"Dear Merlin, thank goodness I only found out now." Ron had gone very red in the face.

"You and Neville?" Hermione enquired gently. Harry's face broke into a beaming smile, something neither of them had seen for a long time.

"Yeah," Harry breathed. "He's great; we understand each other perfectly. He's such an amazing person. I can't believe I never noticed him earlier."

"I'm really pleased for you, Harry, I really am. You deserve this and much more."

"Wonder how Ginny's going to take it?" Ron asked rhetorically.

* * *

><p>Ginny digested the information very, very slowly. Her eyes looked everywhere except at Harry before they finally rested on him again. She raised an eyebrow and clutched her wand very tightly in her hand.<p>

"You're going out with Neville?" she asked.

"Yes." Harry replied softly. He was standing in front of her, looking like he was expecting her to hex him.

"How long?"

"About two weeks." Harry answered, swallowing.

"Were you leading me on?" Ginny asked angrily.

"No!" Harry exclaimed. "No, Ginny, not at all. I didn't…I mean, I honestly thought you were it for me. But you're not, and I'm sorry that I…well…that I left you hanging for so long after this whole _mess_ ended. I was sorting myself out…and…oh Ginny, we'd never have worked together."

Ginny looked straight at her ex-boyfriend. She loved him, she knew that very clearly. Harry had been her everything for months, the reason she had hung on to hope. Looking at him now, she saw someone who was hurting, angry and in great need of someone who understood him deeply. She saw the way responsibility weighed down on his shoulders. Then she smiled and wrapped her arms around his waist tightly. She felt him freeze up before he tentatively hugged her back. She leant her head on his chest, feeling the muscle and strength beneath her.

"The War changed you and me both. There's things that you have to deal with that I can't fathom and that Neville can obviously do better." She said. "Being your girlfriend would have been hard, but not impossible. I do still love you, Harry, and it will take me a while to get over you."

"I'm really sorry, Ginny, I really am." He kissed the top of her head and she laughed against him chest, briefly.

"Only you would feel guilty about finding happiness."

"I'm feeling guilty because I've caused you pain, Ginny. If only I'd worked myself out sooner…"

"Don't start now, Harry James. I know you, and you were the best boyfriend I ever had while I was at school. You were kind, loyal and understanding. And I can't ask for much else. It's difficult, yes, and it's going to take a while. But I'm old enough to know and understand that life's difficult, life's hard and you're not going to get everything you ever wanted." Ginny pushed herself up a bit and kissed his cheek. "I had some of the best times looking over our memories together during the War. But you're in good hands with Neville. I'd know; he and I were the leaders of the resistance in Hogwarts. So I trust you've done the right thing because I know he'd never hurt me intentionally."

"Thank you, Gin. You've no idea how much your acceptance means to me." Harry whispered, breathing out in relief.

"I'm not a child, Harry, and you're not an object I can possess. You've your own thoughts and feelings and if we'd have ended up hating each other if you found out you were gay when were going out. You've saved us a lot of trouble."

"Should I be worried?" asked a teasing voice from the doorway. Neville was leaning against the doorjamb, his arms crossed over his chest, watching Harry and Ginny's embrace with an easy smile. They both jumped apart with guilty smiles.

"I was saying goodbye to my boyfriend, you idiot." Ginny replied. Neville pushed himself off the door and walked into the room to stand in front of Ginny.

"You're not annoyed? Angry? Do you want to punch me?" he asked.

"I want to punch you and Harry for not sorting yourselves out earlier! My goodness, you'd have saved us an awful lot of trouble." Ginny teased, hugging him tightly and then letting him go. "You take care of Harry; he's my brother now so I have sisterly rights to killing you if you injure him."

"I'll keep that in mind," Neville nodded seriously, walking over to Harry and taking his hand, kissing the palm of it. Ginny smiled softly.

"You'll be good for each other," she murmured to herself as Neville's arm went around Harry's shoulders and they smiled a secret smile at each other. "You'll be better for him than I ever could have been."

* * *

><p><em><span>AN:__ Now wasn't that sensible? I've already got these all written, and because I know that Harry/Neville's not a very popular or well-known pairing, I'm just going to muddle my way through updating this. It should make a certain amount of sense, but don't worry if it doesn't. These are mainly to keep me happy. I love writing sappy pairings._


	2. The Ministry Gala

_Disclaimer:__ None of my work belongs to me, it is solely the property of the one and only J.K. Rowling and any other company which has the copyright of Harry Potter, including Warner Bros. Nothing here belongs to me; all the characters are J.K. Rowling's originally, though any new character not part of the Harry Potter series belongs to me._

* * *

><p><span><strong>Title:<strong> Snapshots from a life together

**Author:** hpjkrowling4ever

The Ministry Gala

_Three months after "Telling the secret", __**August 1998**_

"Why are we doing this again?" Ron groaned, leaning over Harry's shoe rack and holding up a pair of slippers. From where he was lying comfortably on his bed, Harry chuckled and glanced at Neville, who was sitting on the foot of his boyfriend's bed and going through Harry's clothes.

"Because you were the one who didn't want to let me choose the clothes for the Ministry Gala by myself." Harry answered. Neville snorted and looked despairingly over at Harry.

"If we let you choose, you'd let us all down. It's not like you're talking to the whole Wizarding population of Britain or anything." Neville said sarcastically, tapping Harry's ankle in admonishment. Harry rolled his eyes.

"Ginny or Hermione could've helped me." He replied. Ron sat down on the floor heavily.

"Harry, it's your first big public appearance since the War ended _and_ it's with Neville. You're both going to be stepping into the Wizarding World for the first time as celebrities. As much as I love Hermione, and you know I do, I know that she wouldn't have the least idea what the Lord Black and the Lord Potter should wear to something as important as this. And Ginny's distracting her, so that's why she can't be here."

"And I, as the new Lord Longbottom, have been brought up by my Gran to know all of these traditions. And since you're going to be stepping into the public as the Saviour of the Wizarding World _and_ Lord Black _and _Lord Potter, well, Ron and I are here to make sure that you get it right."

Harry closed his eyes and breathed heavily. After a few moments he cracked one eye open and peered at Neville.

"D'you think I could call in sick?" he queried, looking genuinely interested in the answer. Neville and Ron both rolled their eyes and went back to searching for the perfect outfit.

"I don't understand why what I'm wearing is so important." Harry groaned, sitting up on the bed and looking in horror at all the dress robes that Neville had laid out in front of him.

"Because you want to convey to everyone what your angle is going to be. Are you going to be austere, strong, kind? Are you going to make a good impression?" Ron said. He pulled out a very good pair of leather shoes and smiled triumphantly. "Aha! Here are the shoes, Neville."

"It's not like I'm going to be ruling the Wizarding World or anything." Harry said, looking over at Neville desperately.

"That's just the _point_, Harry." Neville leant over and squeezed Harry's hand. Harry twined their fingers together and squeezed back. "You will be. Pretty much, anyway. With both the Potter and Black fortunes and influence under your purview and with me as your boyfriend, you have seven seats in the Wizengamot at your disposal. Three for House Black, two for House Potter and two for House Longbottom. You saved the Wizarding World from certain destruction so nobody's ever going to let you get old. That means that you're going to have to be involved in politics, and since nobody's going to dare go up against you, then you're going to have significant influence."

Ron looked around the bedroom in Grimmauld Place distastefully. Though it was a lot better than it had been thanks to Kreacher's renewed enthusiasm, it still left a lot to be desired.

"And once you've finally sorted this place out, and organised the Potter and Black Ancestral Homes, then you've got yourself sorted for life pretty much." Ron walked over to the bed and ran an eye over the dress robes. "That's why you're going to have to be careful with what you wear to the Gala."

"This whole politics malarkey's a load of rubbish." Harry hissed angrily. "I didn't _ask_ to defeat Voldemort, I just _did_ because it was my _duty_."

"_We_ know that Harry. Remember, though, that you _died_ for the Wizarding World, though. That sacrifice will not be forgotten, even though nobody really understands it." Neville whispered. "You walked into the Forbidden Forest ready to prevent lives from being lost and die for everyone's sake, and though we all know what happened, the Wizarding World only knows that you were prepared to do this and the symbolism of that is not lost on everyone, Harry."

"Yeah, mate, Neville's right." Ron reiterated. He looked heavily at the robes and pulled out a long silk one, which made Neville swallow heavily as soon as he saw it. Harry caught sight of the look on his boyfriend's face and smirked widely. Ron looked between Neville and Harry and then moaned, as if in pain.

"You can keep your looks filled with dirty promise between you. Just because I'm okay with you two being together does not mean that you can exchange looks like that." Ron said, looking alarmed. "I think that's sorted, then. I'll leave you two to sort out everything else. Cheerio!" Ron waved his hand absently and walked out of the room.

As soon as Harry heard the Floo chime in the distance he waved his wand and Banished all his clothes except for the silk robe to his and Neville cupboard. He then pulled Neville into a tight hug and tugged him gently into a lying down position, with their backs against the headboard. Neville had his head on Harry's shoulder and Harry's hand was twirling a lock of Neville's hair.

"How could you tell?" Neville asked softly. Harry smiled and kissed the top of his boyfriend's head, pausing for a moment before replying.

"You were really hung up about appearances, and you're not usually like that." Harry turned around so that he was looking at Neville in the eyes. "I know _you_, Nev, in a way that Ron or anyone else doesn't. And I know when you're worried about something. He ran a finger along Neville's forehead. "You start frowning and you get this anxious look in your eyes, where they start darting around. What's wrong?"

"It's about how everyone's going to react to you and me together." Neville whispered. "This is like an announcement of a betrothal, Harry, stepping out into the Wizarding World with me by your side. It's a big deal. House Longbottom has never been in the limelight so obviously before and I have to represent it. I also have to do you justice, Harry, and what if I don't? What if I mess up?" He looked beseechingly at Harry, who took a deep breath.

"Nev, I love you." Harry squeezed both of Neville's hands emphatically to make a point. "I _love_ you and I don't give a rat's arse what everyone else thinks. You stood up to bloody Voldemort himself, love. If the Wizarding World can't cut you any slack now, then they won't know what hit them. And you've told me that everyone here's a lot more open about homosexuality in the Muggle World because there are blood adoptions and inheritance potions which are the same thing as actually giving birth to the child."

Neville chuckled ruefully.

"You're right. It doesn't stop me from being scared."

"No. And I imagine you were terrified when the Sorting Hat started burning on your head, Nev. A load of bureaucrats has _nothing_ on what you've already been through. And Kingsley will have the head of anyone who so much as breathes incorrectly."

"Kingsley's very fond of you, Harry." Neville mused. It was true. The Minister for Magic had taken on a rather fatherly role in Harry's life, one that had been sorely lacking before. Having had no children himself, Kingsley and his wife had undertaken to make sure that Harry felt comfortable around them, something that Kingsley especially had never been able to do properly during the War. Neville knew how much Harry had come to love and appreciate Kingsley's support in the few months after the War had ended.

"I know, and that's why tomorrow's going to be _our_ day, no matter what I project. And you know, it's not me who's going to have all that influence, Nev. As much as those two titles belong to me, they also belong to you. And Merlin knows that you have a sight more knowledge than I do about Wizarding politics, so you're going to be the one advising me what to do with all that influence you seem to think I have."

"We'll share it, Harry." Neville moved suddenly so that he was straddling Harry. "We're going to share our influence."

Harry wrapped a hand around Neville's neck and started kissing him fiercely.

"I love you, so much."

"So do I."

* * *

><p>Hermione sat down hesitantly on her designated seat and looked up at the rather imposing podium on the raised dais in the Atrium of the Ministry. She knew that thousands of wizards and witches and their families would be listening to the broadcast and the image that each wireless had been charmed to project and in the Ministry alone there were at least two thousand there to listen to her best friend's speech. She had yet to see Harry and Neville and knew that Kingsley would have briefed them exactly on how to make the perfect entrance.<p>

Beside her, she could see Ron pulling at the sleeves of his elegant dress robes. They had had the award ceremony, where anyone who had done anything worthwhile in the War had been given money and awards – including Hermione and Ron – and there had been a very long speech given by Kingsley about exactly what Harry, Ron and Hermione had done. After a lot of deliberation, they had kept the information about the Horcruxes a secret as they were worried what that information leaked out could potentially do. Both Hermione and Ron had given a small speech and had got a standing ovation. Now all that they were waiting for was Harry to appear.

"You think that he was watching?" Ron asked.

"Of course. Kingsley told me that Harry would watch the whole awards ceremony and reading out of the fates of all the Death Eaters and stuff. It's this last bit that Harry will actually be in the room."

"He's going to moan about this for ages. He hates the limelight." Ron pointed out. Hermione nodded.

"He knows that he's got to do this, though. It's important." Hermione answered. Ron chuckled and then his shoulders started shaking.

"It's just that I wonder what his reaction was to finding out that the Lestrange vaults had been transferred to the Black vaults as the Black Family was the last pureblood family with the closest links to Bellatrix." Ron snorted and Hermione had to let out a smile. Harry hated publicity, and the wealth of the Black Family was going to be the talk of the papers.

"Kingsley did try to gloss over all the money given out to everyone, though." Hermione commented. "He must hate all this pomp and ceremony. He's just like Harry, except a bit better at politics."

Suddenly, the Atrium went completely quiet as Kingsley stepped up onto the podium.

"Everyone, if I could have your attention please." The last few people talking went deathly silent.

"Everyone knows the debt that we owe Harry Potter. I don't need to tell you all again. So without further ado, I give to you Harry Potter, Saviour of the Wizarding World and his partner Neville Longbottom!" Kingsley stepped aside and Harry walked up onto the platform with Neville standing right beside him.

Hermione got to her feet and vaguely saw people around her doing the same. Neville and Harry made a powerful sight, standing up there, dressed to match. Among the clapping and the cheering, Hermione could hear muttering among the crowd about Neville; something she knew that they had both expected.

Harry stepped forward to the podium and held up his hands for silence. The whole room sat back down and there wasn't a sound to be heard.

"Thank you." Harry's voice rang out, strong, echoing. There was a confidence to it that Hermione had never heard before and she glanced at Ron.

"There are many people who should be up here with me, who should be in this room with me. But since I am the person up here instead of them, I will say what I think they would want to hear." Harry looked around the room, and Hermione could almost imagine him thinking of Sirius, Remus, Fred, Hedwig, Tonks, Moody, all those who had died to help defeat Voldemort.

"Thank you to all the people who gave their lives for this cause. No words convey the depth of my feelings for all of you. Families torn apart, families left without fathers, sons, mothers, daughters, and siblings; I know how you feel. My family was torn apart by Lord Voldemort and I pledge to you that I will make the Wizarding World a better place for you. This is especially for my godson Teddy Lupin, who lost both his father and mother. You all _died_ to make this a better place for your loved ones, and your sacrifice is _not_ in vain.

"I pledge my support to a better world. I know that that's it's not immediate, and that human nature is going to get in our way, but I invite _all_ of you out there to help rebuild our system so that we can work in a better environment and prevent such horrors happening ever again. I will do my very best to give justice to those who gave up their lives for this.

"Most of all though, I would like to tell you that everyone here is a hero. You all fought for something you believed in and lived to tell the tale. That is what makes you a hero above all. You _fought_ for something you wanted, whether it be selfish or no, and you've come out of it. So I thank you."

Harry inclined his head and stepped backwards, reaching out for Neville's hand. Neville took it and Hermione knew that everyone clapping for Harry was irrelevant to him. All that mattered to her friend was that Neville was there to support him. And her and Ron, but Neville had a higher priority now, and Hermione accepted that.

* * *

><p>Later, those with the exclusive invitations filed into the Ministry ballroom for the most important part of the evening. Dancing had always been a very important tradition for wizards and witches, Harry knew, and as he would be opening the dance, he knew that the responsibility on his shoulders was quite large.<p>

Beside him, Neville twined their fingers together and leaned over to whisper something in Harry's ear.

"Don't step on my feet."

Harry chuckled feebly, understanding Neville's desire to calm Harry down. He brushed imaginary dust off his shoulder and Neville's robes and then nodded at Kingsley.

"Ladies and Gentlemen, I welcome you to the official celebration of Lord Voldemort's demise!" Kingsley announced, his voice booming out and echoing in the large ballroom. Everyone with a glass raised it to the ceiling, echoing Kingsley's words. "Harry Potter to open the dance!"

Harry stepped forward with Neville on his arm. They bowed deeply to each other and waited for the music to start. Harry was acutely aware of the eyes boring into him and Neville, but as soon as the music started they faded into the background.

He and Neville had practiced this dance for hours before the Gala, until Harry knew the steps so well he could have done them in his sleep. He led Neville through the intricate moves, holding his boyfriend's hand in his and looking deep into his eyes.

"I love you, Nev." Harry murmured. Neville's eyes shone brightly in the light of the ballroom and defying all of the dancing etiquette there had ever been in the Wizarding World, he stopped and pulled Harry to him.

With the cream of Wizarding Britain watching, Neville Longbottom kissed Harry Potter, announcing his intentions loud and clear.

* * *

><p><em><span>AN:__ I'm just going to leave it at that then!_


End file.
